THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

in church, and now there were no messages and no
presents. During these long prayers he was able to
think and picture a great many things, but he could
not see when they would be possible. Sometimes he
thought he would simply get away out of White
Walls, wandering again, with his half of the men;
but he was always stopped, partly by his oath and
partly because he wanted to see Ingolf and the rest of
the Varangs. And sometimes he felt a curious and
consoling pride in that the witch at least belonged to
him, was his wife. He had never owned anything so
strange before,

One day he was sitting at meat with Volodara
beside him, neither of them saying anything, when a
man came up through the hall and stood in front of
him. The man was tall and loosely made, with reddish
hair and a shade of red in his eyes like a fox's. He was
well enough clothed in fine yellow woollen stuff, with
boots and cloak, and all arms a fighting-man should
have, but in a fashion somehow a little strange. He
said: 'I am Yuri. I am a landless man, but not
swordless nor skill-less. I would take service with
you for a time, Sveneld the Varang.'

'Where do you come from?* asked Sveneld.

'Why,' said the man, 'I come from Marob on the
edge of the sea that is between here and Constantinople,
but it has been twice burnt by the heathens out of the
East, and now a third time, and for my part I am tired
of building it up again, and tired of hasty harvests and
frightened sowings, and scared men and white-faced